Lately              loiter3din green lanes,

to       the ballads of tbe plains;

enough to dimb

A                    at no distant timey

And might securely from intrusion doze
Upon                 thro9 which lllissusjlows.

In               olive grounds all voices cease,

afar dust Jills the paths of Greece.
My                       and my doublet torn*

Ijind tbe        also hars a thorn.
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